- v -

- SUNDAY, JANUARY 16, 1910,

d st e Fost Oflice at New York as Second
Class Mall Matter

Subscriptions by Mall, Pestpaid.

IR R AR o000 cvnnasunes s 80 50
T, Por Yoar.. cu cecaess sooe sesasee © 00
DAY, Per Year.o.....ooivvmbrecceicee. B 00

DAILY AND SUNDAY, Per Year
PAILY AND SUNDAY, Per Montd........
| Postage to foreign countries added.
. All dheéoks, money orders, &c., 10 be made pay-
ple to TR Sox.
) by the Sun Printing and Publishing
at 170 Nassau street, in the Borough of
New York. President of the Asso-
d P, Mitepell, 170 Nassau stieet:
of the Association, M. F. Laflan, 170
Stresl: Secretary of the Assoclation, D. W,
170 Nassau street.

re. EMngham House, 1 Arundel street,

The dally and Sunday Sow are on sale In

8t the American and Colonial Exchange,

street, Regent street, and Daw’s Steamship
s 17 Green sireet, Leloester Square.

fis office, 32 Rue Louls le Grand. The dally and

2 Place de I'Opéra, and Kiosque 19, Boulevard

Jes Ialiens, corner Hue Louls le Grand.

LI bur friends who [avor us with manuscrints for
" wish to hase rejecicd aflicles returned

ey m albcases send stamps for thal purpose.

A Hint to Secretary Dickinson.

L Of the nature and extent of Secretary
CKINSON'S observations in Porto
Cuba, Santo Domingo and else-
here we know nething at the present
omer He has just returned to
ashiri] , andl the stains of travel
hardly been remtoved from his
irious clothes. But we can tell him
Ik énormous progress in the art of
mr has been made since he departed
om these shores. We have not only
ered biat we have proved that
utions. in Central America, and
bly:everywhere else in the ex-
belt, dﬂemtﬁanaged without
a gun or shedding a single«drop of
1 human blood.
Secretary DickiNsoN didn’t know this
heh he sailed away, intent upon in-
tion, but he knows it now, or will |
as he can effect a conjunction
1 Mary K NoxX and, heart to heart,
ar the story of Nicaragua,
revolutionary army of ESTRADA |
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him. “ Our
val expedition, with a rich accom-
st of commMIssary stores, soon
y the, immediate  offing.
" s .‘et&"“ h«\%‘mh ‘l"’(muﬁltir::s
['A more warlike nature awaiting an
pportunity. That was not our affair. |

rlﬂ ammunition may or may
ot have been landed. Let it pass. But
vdo know that the Zelayistas promptly
ted in large numbers, that there

# & loud outery of hungry stomachs,
id very moon our warships disgorged

loves man but loves other animals he is

r commissary and the Zelaya legion |
bed to the magic touch of three |
meals a day. And so the news
' spread. The once ferocious com-
. 8 are melting to the tnvitation of
p United States ration is the very
pe of peacemakers, [nsurgents of |

t kintd furrender to it. We|
ito the Hon. Jacos M«Gnocsl
80N that he revise all his theo-|
fnevolent or otherwise, of inter-
irt Spénjsh American disturb-
and maniphlate the food supply
y.
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. ' 'The Deputy at Albany.
ong the irresistibly humorous inci-
‘recent: Republican polities at
ny, and there have been many,
in its modestly minor way can
m gith: the_recent elevation of
*HeN®Ry W, HILL to the ehair-
hip of the Finance Committee of
Senate, a post that carries with it
he deputy leadership of the majority
the upper house. If anything could
conceived more permanently appeal-
to any sense of the ridioulous than the
: ip of the Hon. JorHAM P. ALLDS,
musthe the deputy leadership of the
on, Hexry W. HivLw.
- In the old days, now rapidly becoming
raditional, the legend at the Capitol,
vhich defied all challenge, was that be-
ween ALLDS and Hiuu there existed
| keet if friendly rivalry. Whenever,
 the story ran, a gquestion was raised
vote, involving any doubtful issue,
iny unsettled problan. ok which publie
pinion differed, the Hon, HENRY W.
Lt and the Hon. JorHAM P. ALLps
pvariably collided in the doorway, as
fled the roll call. For years that
med likely to have no end the search
ALLps and Hini by the sergeant. at
s that they might be recorded on a
was the reguly concomitant
every important roll éall,
A grear openness of oiind. charar ter-
pd Hon. Hexgy W, Hiwn in those
ve of Me leadership of RAINES and
LBY. All great aguestions of doubt-
issite remained for the new deputy
der unsettjed to the day when de-
could be postponed no more.
Always, when escape was finally cut
, doors locked and debate cut short,
pre remained the delicious half hqur
the Hon. Hexry W. HiLL ex-
ned to a wondering Senate the vote
was about to cast, and never till the
ntly audible whisper of the ave. or
p did he or his audience know the
pation his declaration would take.
pre the first yoll call he fled like a
mb from the locomotive; to the last
d final vote he'waa drogged. as a
peep to the sluaughter,
L For the leadership of the Hon., H¥ Ny
. HiLL we predict great things. In
present emergency he is patently the
p to lead the majority party, the nat-
second in command to the Hon.
AM P. ALLDS, That his cojleagues
follow him cheerfilly whenever
can find him is the safest of fore-
s That under his gditlance all
sh and thoughtless embarkations upon
w paths will be shupned is certain.
fot knowing where hé a going himself,
p feel certain that the Hon, Henky W,
JLG will never imperiously force upon
ty a mistaken personal policy,
ony between the two leaders of
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| e worch and also dozing, each drawing
| heat and comfort from the other's fur {in its most unbridled shape. WATER-

lonly to keep his master further from

. epublican party in the Senate we

feel certain will exist, Over long years
they never disagreed save over the single
proposition of which was entitled to
escape first when danger in the roll call
was imminent. As leader, we presume,
Mr, ALLDS is now entitled to the first
flight. Or, if another plan seems more
equitable, we believe they can agree to
select different doorways. For the policy
to which it has now committed itself we
think the Republican party has chosen
its Senate leaders with an unexpected
tlash of geuuine inspiration. When it
comes to a retreat we believe the present
leader and deputy leader can command
respect among the rear guard generals
of all ages. Personally rivals in previous
achisvement, united the Hon. JoTHAM P,
ALLps and the Hon. HExrY W. HiLL
need fear no future event.

Dogs.

No man can write about the dog and
do justice to him unless he has had a
dog for a chum. That is why ROBERT
Lovuis STEVENSON wrote such a labored
and paltry essay about dogs. Never
could he have been on terms of sym-
pathetic intimacy with one. When we
read what Mr. HENRY C, MERWIN has
to say about dogs in fhe January Atlantic
Monthly we know that he has lived with
them, loved them and cherished them,
and that they have helped to educate
and ennoble him as he has brought them
up in the way they should go. The
dogless Mr. MERWIN feels for, the dog
haters he commiserates, allowing that
the aversion is in their blood. The most
thorough paced and unrelenting dog-
baiter he ever knew was a money lender,
apparently a note shaver, who agitated
against dogs in the press and constantly
in his speech, as & man with an obses-
sion. He never tired of telling how a
terrier that did not know him leaped
upon a street car and nipped him deep
in the calf of the leg. “Probably this
story,” says Mr. MERWIN, “strange as it
may sound, was substantially true. The
perceptions of the dog are wonderfully
acute.”

We think it was Dr. JOHN BROWN, he
of the Rab classic, who said that every
family should have a dog, as “it keeps
them all young.” Mr. MERWIN submits
that the dog has a mission: “to teach
mankind that the universe is ruled by
love.” On his owner and all the folks
aboyt the house the dog lavishes a spon-
taneous, unlimited and uncritical affec-
tion that puts the love of man for man
to shamne. There would doubtless be
better men and women, more of them,
that is, if the keeping of eligible and
lovable dogs: were compulsory. Mr.
MERWIN points out that the dog not only

brought up with; this is more true than
subtile. Thus, he has noted, a crow and
a dog in the same family have been good
comrades. The love for cats of dogs
is well known. Even a fox terrier can
learn to esteem a oat. During the
present cold “spell” we have seen a cat
curled up and sleeping snugly on the
body of a thick coated dog sprawled on

affection. The need of some men |

for the axample of an honest, unaffected |
dog Mr. MERWIN illustrates: : |

“ When a man invariably has money in the bank. |
and s respectable and respected, was graduated :
at Harvard, has a decorous wife and children, hes
never been carvied away by any passion or A
thusiasm, knows the right people, and conforms
strictly to the customs of good soclely, and when
this sort of thing has been going on for perhmps
two or three generations, then there is apl to ereep !
Into the blood a coldness that wouid chill the heart
of & bronze statue. Such persons are really de
generates of thyir pecullar kind, and need 10 bhe
saved, perhiaps by desperate measures. lLet them
elope with a cook: let them get religion of a vioe
ient * * * Kkind: or il they cannot do that, let
them geta dog, give him the run of the house, love
him and spoll him, and so, by the blessing of Prov-
idence, thelr salvation may be effected.”

Therefore it is urged that not only
correct people of enviable social stand-
ing, but also reformers and philan-
thropists, should keep dogs—“that the
spontaneous element may not wholly |
die out of them.” Our philosopher
humbly confesses that he hated a
certain reformer until he discovered
him one day, spectacles tilted on nose,
combing with a beatific expression the
coat of his spaniel. 1t was Sir WALTER
Scorr who said: “The misery of keep-
ing a dog i» his dying 8o soon; but to be
sure, if he lived for fifty years and then
died, what would become of me?” Mr,
MERWIN puts it in this way: *“If he
lived to be fifty, he would know so much
that we should be uneasy, perhaps terri-
fied, in his presence.”

The intelligence of dogs, the receptiv-
ity and retentiveness of their minds,
made a great impression upon Mon-
TAIGNE. He had seen the blind man’'s
dog “by the trench of a town, forsake a
plain and even path and take a worse

the ditch.” He mentions admiringly
the dog of the “wise Hesiod"” who con-
vinced the sons of Ganistor of Nau-
pactus that its master had been mur-
dered, and cites the case of the dog who
exposed assassins (afterward executed)
at a muster of King PYRRHUS'S army.
Later there was the avenging Dog of
Montargis of famliliar legend. Surely
a dog of average intelligence acquiring
wisdom daily and living fifty years
could teach man many things if speech
were vouchsafed it. Brief as the dog's
life, “it is impossible,” as Mr. MERWIN
says, “to conceal any weakness of char-
acter from him; and if you are strong
he will know that too.”

Some one has said that @ dog is what
you make him, Mr. MERWIN evidently
does not subscribe to this view, nor do
we. It implies that the man is always
puperior to his dog, when the contrary
is sometimes the case. The large dogs—
the Great Dane, the St. Bernard, the
Newfoundland, the Collie—are often
nobler and gentler and more thoughtful
than the man with whom their lot is cast,
and the small dogs have often more
refinement and better manners, It is
true, however, that the dog being imi-
tative can be made a dog of peace and
harmony by a good example and ready
discipline. The pugnacity of a fox ter-
rier can be toned down, the ferocity of a
mastiff restrained. What Mr, MERWIN
has observed about the ethics that ob-
tain among dogs—one authority said
years ago there were 159 urlou.—anik

o

ynot time to follow. He is not sure but

l(‘lughf him as he caught BURROWS,

| smeared thinly with molasses, and pa-

about how little organized Christianity
has done for the lower animals we have

the dog has a soul, and in the doubt,
after treating the question with rever-
ence, he says:

“ Wé do not know what ‘or whence they are:
but we do knqw that their nature resemibles gurs;
that they have individuality, as we bave 1L that
they feel pain, both physical and mental, that
they are capabie of aflection: that, altheugh Inno-
cent, as we belleve, thelr sufferings have been, and
ave, unspeakable. [sthere no mysiery here?”

. There is a touching story of Bis-
MARCK, the man of blood and iron, re-
leasing himself from his eldest son, who
was leading him away ffom his dying
reichshund Sultan, and returning with
working features to sit by the dog's
side until the end came. VoN PoscH-
INGER vouches for it. “Those old Ger-
man forefathers of ours,” said the great
man when he could control his voice,
“had a kind religion. They believed
that after death they would again meet
in the celestial hunting ground all the
good dogs that had been their faithful
companions in life. I wish I could be-
lieve that.”

Beauty and Greatness in the Net.

The trial in Washington of Mr. JULES
M. WATERBURY, alias JuLivs FoRD, is
developing a reasonable amount of mer-
riment, It appears that Mr. WATER-
BURY, alias FORD, approached a number
of our national statesmen with a scheme
to furnish them with lif. photo-
graphs and purely non-partisan bio-
graphical sketches, Some of thevse
pictures and articles were to be placed
in various newspapers, and the others
held in e for great emergencies
by the blushing beneficiaries,

The testimony so far developed by the
trial goes to show that WATERBURY did
a thriving business among eur great
men at Washington, particularly among
thote of unusual physical beauty and
notable achievement in statesmanship.
For example, he caught the Hon. Ju-
LIvS CESAR BURROWS, senior Senator
from Michigan, for about $150, The
Hon. RicHARD BArTHOLDT of Missouri
fell for $82. He had so impressed the
country by his honorable warfare in the
interest of peace and so successfully
suggested the possession of extraordi-
nary loveliness that there was a general
demand for Mr. BARTHOLDT'S counter-
feit presentinent and for a full and com-
plete chronicle of his exploits. Always
vielding to the demands of a country
at once devoted and beloved, Mr. Bag-
TROLDT blew in $62 for pictures and
biographies. The beating heart of the
American people had to be stilled, if
only for a moment, and his money went,
into the slot,

There too was the Hon. Joux A. T,
Huu of Towa, not much to speak of as
regards mere bulk, but fair as any mid-
summer night's dream for those that
have eyves to see. Chairman of the
Housge Committee on Military AfTairs, he
lives up to the réle. His whiskers are a
call to arms, and contemplation of his
legn leads on to gaudiam certaminis

BURY, alias ForD, caught him for $6;
whether eoming or going we do not
know, nor does it greatly matter., He

BanyroLor, MCcHARG and others, with
still others to be disclosed as the trial
procegds. He held out not the ordinary
fily paper of commercs, but fly paper

triots and statesmen in considerable
numbers alighted on it and found their
check books anchored.

We look forward to the ultimate de-
velopments of the Waterbury case with
undisguised interest. Already it has
communicated rapture to all sensitive
observers. Of the fruits of its prolon-
gation we shrink from prophesying, but
we expect all sorts of things,

Americans in Nicaragua.

Though even the civil war has not
wholly dimmed the fame of WALKER
the filibuster, who kept all Central
America in turmoil for several years, it
has thrown the time that preceded so
far back that it is rather startling to
come upon a survivor of the expedition
vigorous ‘enough to tell the story of
that remarkable adventure. Mr. JAMES
CARSON JAMISON, now of Oklahoma, is
close on his eightieth year, yet his mem-
ory is strong enough to retain the minute
details of the fights of nearly sixty years
ago, and these he relates clearly and con-
cisely in a little volume that bids fair to
be authoritative on that strange episode,
“With Walker in Nicaragua,” published
at Columbia, Mo. The book is very
timely, for the doings, the places and
even the personal names are much the
same as are being reported day by day
from Nicaragua now,

To Mr. JAMISON his leader, WILLIAM
WALKER, continues to be a hero to the
present. day. To be sure he has little
idea of what his purpose or his motives
were, but he is sure that they were
noble and patriotic; perhaps the estab-
lishment of order in the revolutionary
Central Ameritan States by the superior
talent for organization and administra-
tion of the Anglo-Saxon. As regards
himself, he confesses that he joined the
expedition for the pure love of fighting
and adventure, The war with Mexico
had intensified in the boys of the United
States their contempt for the “greasers”;
the rush to the Californian gold fields
had stirred up their adventurous spirits;
profit, or at any event exciting experi-
ences, were to be looked for in the neigh-
boring barbarous and unsettled coun-
tries, where lawlessness would not bhe
checked., The repression of WALKER'S
attack on Lower California met with
little sympathy in San Francisco, and it
was easy for him to gather around him
devil-may-care voung fellows for an-
other attempt out of reach of the United
States authorities,

Nicaragua was of much more impor-
tance to the United States in the fifties
than it is now. Though the canal proj-
ect was discussed, any practical under-
taking was as much in the air as it is
to-day; yet the route by river and lake
to the Pacific C was one of the high-
ways to California. The chronic revo-
lutions were therefore unusually annoy-
ing to the travellers in transit, and when
WALKER with his free lances added his
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tracted more attention from the foreign
Governments than he would have if he
had selected a republic less traversed by
Americans and Europeans. As to the
internal politics of Nicaragua, they seem
to have been as unintelligible then as
now, save for the constant fact that the
outs wished to overthrow the ins.

The appearance of WALKER with his
fifty armed adventurers was appar-
ently as unwelcome to the party he
chose to join us to their He

scatter his men among different corps
and held his band together. They were

stantly. WALKRR ingerfered with the
company that controlled the traffic
across Nicaragua, a oompany oonsist-
ing of capitalista in the United States,
and foyund it impossible to obtain rec-

MaRTINEZ, NERRERA, and so forth.

At last WALKRR was driven to bay
and obliged to surrender to a United
States naval officer. He and his com-
panions were deported in 1857, but from

if he had put off his last expedition for

have begun, or what might have grown
out of his Nicaraguan adventure had

the Latins.

ble occiurrance.
ngs County.

York until policemen are trained as well
as ordered to bring their prisoners in
without using the club. In most cases
of police violence the prisoner has made no
:.b:-knl resistance, but has only “talked
k.”
he is not on the force to resent verbai
insults. In some cases the olubbing
been abhsolutely without provecation and
has followed a mere protest against
way the policeman is performing his
duty. Insesking to ocheck police brutality
and summarily punish offenders Mayor
Garvon is doing as much for the force

mendad by the honest policemen as by
citizens for his intérvention.

\ AV 1LLINers PROTEST.

Viewed at Close Range.

To e kpiton or Tar Sux—Sir: My
attention was attracted to your all too short
article of a few days ago in reference to ‘he
“deep walerway” scheme of a ot of politi-
cians and others along .he Mississippi River
to raid the Unitad States Treasury to the ex-
tent of hundreds of millfons, with no reason-
able hope that a fourteen foot channel ever
would be obtained in the first place, and no
reason to beliave that If obtained such a
channel wonld last a single day: and fur-
ther, with the absolute certainty that when
dug such a channel would be of no use. The
millions used for this purpose would be
sunk like all the other money appropriated
in the last twenty-five years “to improve "
the rivers of the West, and of all ther re-
gions, for that matter.

The pepple of THinols, at all events all
but an inconsiderable portion, are not for
the "deep waterway” scheme at all. They
know that a merchant in 8t. Louls or Chicago
or anywhere along the river who has a
cargo of goods in New Orleans would rush
them by railroad and have them sold be-
fore a steamboat or barge could bring them
half way up the river. Those promoters,
capitalists, lobbyists, lawyers amd ocon-
tractors who are backing the scheme would
revel and “scrap” to decide who should
handle the money, and a few thousand
laborers would add a little to the appear-
ance of prosperity along the river towne,
while no inland town, city, village or resi-
dent would ever receive one nickel's worth
of benefit. J. WiLsox Jones.

McLeaxsporo, I, January 10.

IN THE LITERARY LINE.

The Distliusionment of A Poet Whose Verses
Sell by Sceres.

To THE EDITOR OF TRE SUN—Sir: A friend of

an inquiring mind wrote me some time since

my varied existence and what they were at present.
After some deltberation | answered him thus:

“Moralists teil us that we should all love chil-
dren allke, and of course we slways do as moral-
Ists te!) us, 8o that the suggestion we
favoritism among our large family of follles
grates upon us. Persosally 1
never had an sctual favorite
ber of the family is dear to mé—for the
being—but, like & proper matchmaking mother,
1 endeavor (o get rid of my family at the
of my nelghbers as soon as possible.
is always an occupled coradle in my
tollles containing & dear little devil,
Is very dear 0 his father's heart, and who will,
I trust. some day be kicked out of his parent's
front door never o return.

My earliest folly was wisdom.
wisdom as a vegetarian culiivates a cabbage —or
& thistle—or something for everyday use. Find-
ing, however, It was [olly 10 be wise, I threw away
my wisdom, and have not been troubled
with it ever since, My next folly
get the better In a single combat
named Brown. Five minutes in

:

1 know that this last,
folly—that of being recognized
I1terature—will one day be thrown
other follles, which have made me
this world is eminently adapted
residence for meo—and more es
literary llne—for women,”

To-day | got a postal card
nondescript ploture on the back
tion from my friend that | am
he ever supposed.

NEw YORK, Jaouary 15,
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Old Time Cold Weather Pootry.

On a torn bit of ald Farmington Chronicle, yel-
low with age but bearing no date, was found the
followlng: "Writion with chalk o0 the walis of
the old grist mill at Gibbs MINl (Livermore) In
1818 was thiy verse:

“On the eighth of June a sdowsiorm fell,

' And the water

contribution to their troubles, he at-
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[ WILLIAM M. CHASE.
His Retrespeetive Exhitition.
lsn't it taken for granted that William
Merritt Chase is not a man of moods but
only a brilliant techhician, a deau sabreur
of the brush? Brilliant he is, though not
in the senso of glittering or glowing color,
as & walk the of the
National Arts Club (119 Fast Nineteenth
street) will prove. We call him brilliant
because of the general “go” and dash of

opponents.
resisted the efforts of his new chiefs to | 7oUnger men whose palettes are more

reenforced from time to time by other | sugn;
adventurers from the Pacific Coast, and | survey of this retrospective exhibition.
for two years controlled Nicaragua, | On the contrary, what flrst strikes one is
though ‘they had to fight almost con-|the variety of moods set forth; still life

ognition at Washington for aay of the | tam
Governments he set up. Either on his | Uninspired? Yes, by literary motives;
side or the opposite we find the Nicar- | but inspired by life itself. In the chess
Aguan names that appear in the tele- | play of oriticiam it is easy to say what he
grams to-day, EsTRaDA, CHAMORRA, |!s not. Mo is mot poetioal;

New Orleans he repeatedly attempted he sincerely transposes in his own per-
to get back to Nicaragua. In the sum- | sonal terms his robust vision of the world
mer of 1860 he managed with a few fol- | vouchsafed him, an imaged world in which
lowers to land at Truxillo in Honduras, | e definite ghapes and tints and rhythma.
was starved into surrendering to the "“;‘“"““"’"’“m"‘“'”

our
who has not

JOAQUIN MILLER has written verses over | artistic life, therefore the 142 canvases at
hisgrave. We may try to imagine what | the National Arts spell a
might have become of WrLLIAM WALKER | for the younger American 3

a few months, when the civil war would | "nder the guidance of Wagner and Piloty,

the United States then been traimed to | jine him

strenuousness and to an understanding | the wan allegories of the school,
of its mission to preserve order among | nor yet to dwell long in

Br " -
B e reace - Dius MoTaS CLURRH o | agt portrait o historioal  piese’ i th

It will ba & common occurrence in New |¥orid i aught but still life!—was for

Hard words hurt no policeman; | *tTates that. He saw the world steadily,
has | T4l adventures in tonalities, silhouettes
the | 1# not an idealist, Chase, and would prob-

as for the citizen, and he is as much eom- | I? B0 illusions regarding himself.

Hew the “Deep Waterway' Sehéme 18 | gmiling meadows there are no flowers

{formula, any more than he is a man of a

his performance. There are a dozen of the

sointillating, but the everyday assump-
tion that he is & painter of mere super-
fidles, a clever painter as to handling,
not to hold water after even a hasty

is also & mood. Landagape, genre, por-
traiture and still life are attacked not
with brush virtuosity alone, but with a
kuowledge of the problem involved, a
sympathy with the subject, and of course

technieal ease. Mr. Chase is a
perament, a painting temperament.

zhnnotun
t a mystic;
for him El Greoco would be a riddle if he
were not so catholio in his artistic sympa-
thies. Nor is he as subtle as Whistler, as
synthetic as Sargent. He is an analyist
and has the courage of his eyes; that is,

friends say; also one who
allowed his native gifts to lie fal-

spiration. He painted every day of his

significant lesson
artists

When Chase went to Munich he studied

and like Manet in the atelier of Thomas
Couture he gave little heed to his pre-
His temperament did not in-
to any attempt at reproducing

bituminous
shadows of Piloty. He was like Chardin,
epamored of noes. What we so

in the

him a passion. It may have taken him
years to emancipate himself from the
artifiolal methods of Munich, yet by her
false idealism he was never entrapped.
His early portrait of Duveneck demon-

ssborly; a daylight world, full of beauti-
and fleeting human expression. No, he

ably pooh-pooh the dream world of Arthur
Davies and at the same time praise its
rich hues. Standing on as solid under-
pinnings as his own figures, Chase induiges
He
long ago knew what he wanted to do, and
he is one of those rare and enviable beings
who have accomplished what they .set
out to perform. Perhaps therein lies his
chief limitation. He is a normal man, not
fmpish, fantastic or caprine, and in his

of evil,
But he is not a man with a solitary

single mood. And this brings us baok to
our original contention: Chase is a versa-
tile artist. He has ceaselessly experi-
mented. He has submitted his tempera-
ment to dangerous influences. Bigger
men than he have been swamped in the
bath of eclecticism. Following, no mat-
ter how reverently, in the footsteps of
Velasquez, Sargent and Whistler does not
always make for that most precious of
all qualities individuality; but Chdse

And isn’t an ounce of his
sincerity worth a ton of academio plati-
tudes? Naturally the Chase legend was
oreated by Chase. His vivacity, his de-
light in astonishing with stacoato para-
doxes, his hat, his cravat, beard and eye-
glasses are survivals of the romantio
Whistler days. This same vivacity is
sometimes disconcerting when trana-
ferred to his canvas and gives the im-
pression of a shallowness that is not an
essential trait. He paints swiftly as he
thinks swiftly, and there are days when
the current brawls through a shallow bed;
but such mutations need not concern us
now. The triumphs of an artist should be
measured, not his failures.

The astounding frankness of our artist
is exemplified by his gathering of all
sorts and conditions of pictures at this
retrospective show. It isin the true sense
a backward glance at his achjevements.
Hung pellmell, the catalogue giving no
clue to the birth date 6f the pictures—
which it should have done—we are con-
fronted by a Chase of various periods,
and more baffling still a Chase who
painted like a little god thirty years ago.
That famous “Ready for the Ride,” one
of the earliest of his important produc-
tions, contains as beautiful passages of
paint as anything he essayed afterward.
But is it dv vrai Chase? We do not think
s0. The golden pate—blond pallor would
be a better phrase—the beauty of the
hair, the general morbideaza of the skin,
the blacks of the habit, the peaked hat,
gloves and pose, all suggest older models,
& blending of Hals and Van Dyck; the
unaffected naturalism of the one, the
aristooratio grace of the other. The
drawing is that of a master; alone the
expressive features foreshadow the later
Chase. Itis a handsome picture, a stunner,
if we may employ studio slang; with the
“tone of time,” and, let us add, over-

then precisely does William M.
r in the art of to-day? At
ng the horn patriotio, he is
preeminently an American
isno thing as an Amer-
ue; crisp, bold brush work,
coloring, these are the prop-
partioular nation in the twen-
But a man's vision may be
and in a general way that
lant. Our native temper-
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Are we really a chilly people?
absolutely devoid of ideals, so called?
Our literature does not definitely answer; it
rather shirks the question. Our ters,
however, ::nm. and in no n

life. On the side of the realists it is easy
to range Chase.

It would never occur to him to illus-
trate a line from Ossian or Swinburne.
Painting according to his idea is an affair
of energy, observation and beautiful
surfaces. Music and moonlight he leaves
for the poeis of the brush. Not a Peter
Prim, nevertheless a Keunebec salmon
is to him a salmon, and with what simple
intention and 1 brush he tran-
soribes its glistening wet bulk! He is as
humble as a scientist before the scales
of a hurring, the belly of a skate, the
tentacles of a cuttlefishk. (He has repro-
duoced the very texture of a small devil-
fish; you feel, indeed, the tactile values
of the writhing arms.) He has painted
the veritable portraits of fruit and vege-
tables and copper stewpans. There is
the beauty of what we call *reality,” and
Chase has never falled to sense it. (Many
other “realities” have never attracted
his attention. He has his blind side.)
In vain we look for high passion, resound-
ing dramatic themes in his piotures,
Being an American, he goes to the theatre
for his drama, and the newly awakening
consciousness of a tiny lovely child is
far more entrancing to him than the big
drums of the operatic or the amorous.
He is too sympathetic with the dear com-
mon joys of life to be frigid, remote,
objective. - He can communicate to us
his love of certain lovely aspects of life.
The truth ia that Chase has been too
happy. too successful to be “interesting”
in the modern sense of the word. For

him moral vi has few attractions,
and vivisection is nowadays of
portrait painters. Alas for the golden
glamours of Giorgione!

Yet he has a revelatory brush whem he

wishes. Look at the Whistler portrait,
or first study at the head of Emil Paur,
the conductor and composer. Ursus
majort you say, as you note the heard,
hair, eyelashes, eyebrows, the fur oollar
of the coat, the strong hands flushed with
reddish down. A type and an individual.
A man who tells you leas of himself here,
just because his externals are so pro-
nounced,- than in his musio or his con-
ducting. The Whistler, all individual,
no type—etcept the genus feline—is a
spilling of his mental and physical char-
acteristics that amazes you. Here is
psychology, if you will, and by sleight
of hand mimicry the entire composition
and exeoution is in the Whistlerian key.
We like it better than Boldini's portrait,
though it is not so brilliantly diabolic;
but it is truer. The catlike, treacherous
James, James the supervilious, the vain
Jimmie and Jim the dandy are indicated
in unerring strokes. That forefinger
flexed at the top of the cane, that deadly
glare from the eye behind the monocle,
the coy “cheeky” advanced foot, the
slender waist and waspish expression—
did Chase understand the character of
his dear friend the sinister and magnetic
James McNeill Whistler?
Many of the canvases are hopelessly
outmoded in the matter of style and paint.
Other days, other ways. His portraits,
on the whole, are his best claims upon
posterity. His still life, we assume, will
always be admired; his landscapes are, we
fear, hostages to fortune (and they repre-
sent his palette at its olearest, at its most
sparkling), his genre pieces show him on
his heart side. Saveral of his interiors
are charged with sentiment -—not senti-
mentality. Then he can wave his little
wand and give us a studio that is as gem-
like as Fortuny. In “Two Sisters” the
psychology is thin and splintery; all is
prettiness and fashionable faver, though
the fabrics are gorgeously depicted. “His
First Portrait”is a mood, a maternal mood;
while *When One Is Old,” with its loose
handling and homely pathos, would please
the veteran Joseph lsraels. And the va-
rious portraits of the painter's wife, the
portraits of Louis Windmiiller, Jay Cooke,
Alfred Stieglitz (observe the painting of
the eyeglass lens). an “Artist.” a noble
interpretation; of little Miss Barney, of
Dorothy and her sister, of General Webb
~~you realize that Mr. Chase is one of our
greatest portrait painters as well as a
connoisseur in fish and in fruit—and those
subtle tonal pictures, “Lady With the
White Shawl,” “The Open Japanese Book,”
“Hide and Seek.” “The Red Kimono,”
they are Chase to the very edges of the
frame., We forgot to say that *The Red
Roofs of Haarlem” is a warm color effect;
the interest is much better focussed than
in some of the landscapes. :

It may fairly be asserted that William
Merritt Chase is an American painter in
feeling, choice of theme and artistio atti+
tude, If he had remained abroad like so
many of his friends, followers of Gérome,
Bonnat, Bouguereau and the Barbizon
men, we should have lost the racy native
note, an alert, combative, cheerful note,
though not profound or spiritual.

. The Late William M. Lifan, |
From the Burlingten Magazine,

Just as this number of the Bwriington
Magazine is going to press we have received
the sad and unexpected news of the death
of Mr. Willlam M. Laffan of New York.
Probably few of our European readers will
have any idea of how serfous this loss is to
the real interests of art in America. As a
trustee of the Metropolitan Museum of New
York he was indeffitigable and self-sacri-
ficing in his efforts to promote the perma-
nent welfare of that institution! and to aid
in every way in his power a genuine and
disinterested reverence for beauty. In the
branch of study which he had made spe-

the admirable catalogue of the Morgan
collection bears witness to his eapacity and
discrimination; but in all branches of art
with which the museum was concerned the
weight of his influence was consistently ex-
ercised in the encouragement of a acholarly
and serious concention of the public func-
tion of art. His interest in the aims of the
Burlington Magagine was constant, and we
owe him a deep debt of gratitude for his
cordial and genérous support. This is not
the place to speak of his extraordinary
talent as a journalist, of the exquisite qual-
ity of his incicive humor, or of those per-
sonal charaoteristics which endeared him
to his friends; the most marked and dis-
tnguishing quality of his character was his
power (o retain at heart, in whatever cir-
cumstances the vicissitudes of life placed
him, the candor and the indifference 1o
common ambitions pf a genuine artist.

Arbitrary Subway Management.
To THE Eptton oF TRE SUN~Sir; The people
who board local subway trains at the Eighty -stxth

« | street station, one of the most important local

W on the system owing to the fact that it
18 Sugposed to accommodate a populous district
of the upper West Side, bave a just complaint
sgainst the Interborough rapid transit system.
1t bften happens in the morning that loeal trains
are bebind their schedules when they reach the
Ninety -sixth street station above. The train
despatcher at that station then \dsues orders for
the local train 10 make up some ot the 106t time.

There is no way 1o make up this lost time
but 10 have the train skip some of the looal sta-
tions. The Eighty-sixth street station, It seems,
slways suffers. The subway was bullt to faelll-
te travel, and It Is very disappointing to stand
the plasform for five minutes walting for a
when It is seen approaching to
blast of the whistie and see the
past you

at hed speed
is particularly l'tﬂum s

1

4 the next
is generally a good many minutes belrind
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clally his own-—that of Oriental porcelain— | h

DUELLING IN THE OLD NAvVYy.

The Facts of the HepeJones Encounter
and of Some Other AfMalre,

To THE EDITOR OF TRE SUN—8ir: | have
read with great Interest in Tue Soux of
January 2 an editorial article entitied “Duglg
of American Naval Officers,” in which se.
curs the following passage:

The last duel recorded was fought in 1819 4
Old PolnvComfors by Mr. James Hope, a civillay
and Midshipman J. P. Jones, who used the pisiof
with which bis grand(ather, C dore Bagy:-,
killed Commodore Decatur: both Hope and Junes
were wounded, but not seriously, at this meetine,

An | knew both of these gentlemen
and well (in fact, from my early bovhood
more than fAfty years ago) will you allow
me a correction? The “Mr. James Hope ,
civillan,” was James Barron Hope, at 1hy
time of the duel a youngster of 22, who
afterward became a conspicuous figure
in Virginia as poet, man of letters and editor,
and who died universally lamented in 1587,
His mother was Jane Barron, daughter of
Commodore James Barron, and he was
named for his grandfather, whose pisiol
bhe used in his duel with Midshipman Jones

Though a “civillan,” Hope belonged 1o
what used to be known as “a navy family *
having many close kinamen in the old navy
(among others Captain Sam Barron of
Tripoli fame, and the younger Captain
Sam Barron, who resigned in 1861 and did
good service in the Confederate Navy), and
when he fought this duel he had recentiy
returned from a cruise in the old Cyane, on
which ship he had served as secretary to
Captain Payne. Captains (afterward Cosz.
modores) Blake and Prendergast, U, 8, N,
were also his uncles by marriage.

Again, it is & mistake to say that the com.
batants were “not seriously” wounded,
As a matter of fact both were so desperately
wounded that their lives despaired
of for many weeks after the encounter,
Hope's antagonist, John Pembroke Jones
(always known as Pembroke Jones), who
afterward became a distinguished ofMicer
in the Confederate Navy, Flag Lieutenans
to Commodore Tatnall when the latter
assumed command of the Virginia (Merri-
mac) after Admiral Buchanan had to be re-
lieved because of wounds received in the
fight with the Monitor, is still living (now
a resident of California), and is the oldesy
surviving graduate of the Naval Academy.

The duel caused the most tremendous
excitement all through Tidewater Vir.
ginia, and especially in the historic little
town of Hampton, the native place of many
Hopes, Barrons and Joneses. The original
quarrel was between Pembroke Jones's
brother Booker and Hope and dated back
several years, when the last two were stu«
dents at William and Mary College.

Hope, on his return from his cruise n
the Oyane, heard (of course through what
Sir Fretful Plagiary calls some “damned
good natured friend”) that Booker Jones
had been making disparaging remarks
about him previous to Booker Jones's
departure for California and denounced him
in bitter terms. Pembroke Jones, who
happened to be at home on leave. heard
of Hove's caustic remarknand at once chal.
lenged him. Hope graciously replied that
he “had no quarrel with Midshipman Jones,
whom he highly respected,” and su ggested
that the whole matter be postponed until
the arrival of the brother from California,
whichk would be in a few weeks, when he
should instantly demand a full apology
or “the satisfaction usual among gentle-
men.”

Jones's second, whom I remember per-
fectly, in some unaccountable fashion
took up the idea that Hope was “crawfish-
ing” and without consulting Jones decided
matters and securs a little

to
glory for

his man. He speedily found
out that he had |:.do the mh!‘gn o'l' his

life. Hope read hetween the lines of his
reply to his suggestion what was passing
through his mind and sent an answer to
that reply fhat made a tile meeting
inevitable. Jones's second, now recognizing
his stupid blunder, made effort after effort
to effect an honorable arrangement, but
Hope in his natural indignation turned a
deafl ear to all his overtures. But it is cer-

tain that he would never have fA at Jones
had he been fully informed of %thc clr-
cumstances. They &mlhl‘Jt e
and both fell desperately a it was sun-
ggnod mortally  wounded. pe, while

th lay in agony on the. t his

second at once te his antazonist “with his

vcompliments and trusted that he was nof
serious]y hurt.”
They' beeame great frien afterward

and were hoth regular att nts of “old
St. John's” E{»imopnl Chuarch in Hampton,
of which my father was many yvears rector.
f mmmnu‘v raw both of theny in onr home
and after Lyrew to manhood was honores

ith Hope® intimate frlnm until his
: th. nle believed until ll"’ ng dav
Ahsobitely In the code duello, but was one
of the gentlest, most 1 and most

i T ha ,
e '%tﬂo‘r‘ﬁd the ten-

Everyhody loved
der heart and open hand, and m ’ nr‘
of arbiter in “affairs of honor,” a fee!
ted bv his tact and anthority
m'on anme‘cw‘-;rm.w‘r: any other man
of his time in nia.
The fact is 'hlﬁn the first fifty years of *

sure preven

the nineteenth century the 'young bucks
of the “O)d Navy" fought .Ium’ anything
or nothing. Lieutenant Washing-
ton Hunter, a great-great-nephew of George
Wi oron. an s midehipman: ot mé

m Gordon, as pman, told me
that hefore he reached the rank of Lieu-

tenant he had been principal or second in
twenty-two duels. 4

I come of a navy family myself on my
mother's wside, nearly every one of mv
Gordon kinsmen having officers in

the servioe.
One of my great-uncles, Captain Alexander
e nisfortune kob:ll in h‘:

a‘.or:lodn A ?'. shipmate wi [

rs ne

loved, but who had forced! fighting, and
after that u“vhh to _throw his life
nwnr.wor.-“ e fonght six %:hor :l‘:wh n.nd \
ca rega DEETOUs MAan.
nhm‘l’ho other ha er’'s brother,

another nele, for whom I am named,
Captain Witham Lewis Gordon, U. &. N,
to whom voted a sword of honor
for his splendid gallantry as a young ofMcer
under in 1812, w his face sternly
agninst duelling, and before he sailed ovt
of Norfolk, Va., on his first and last vovage

as Captain, called together his wardroom
officers, as one of them told me, and sald
simply: “I'll have no fighting in my uhlr'\.
rmmc gentlemen. ter leave your duel-
ing pistols ashore, for if there's any fght-
rou there’ll be no shore leave
neg the three years we shall he
wone.” Of course he didn't obiect to their
fighting French 31' English oMcers if these
Iast showed any discourtesy to them or the
service, and he' himself, as A very younyr
lieutenant, fonght two duels at Gibrajtar
with Enghish oMeers; but he always said in
is gentle way that “there was nothing
personal in it; T thought that the honor of
the service required it and it made these
gentlemen more careful in their remarks.

1 mayv add that | have Commodora
Barron's account (in manuscript) of the
trouble hetween r and himself and
of the events leading up tn that fatal en-
counter. It is temperately written ard
amply confirmed by original Jetters ap-

nded to it from officers of high repute.

his manu , in Barron's own hand-
writing, i= stilLin existence and in the keep-
l’&l of hi t-granddaughter, Mrs. Jane
rron
r o

Tt
in
Hope Marr, ughter of James
of Prof Mar
technic mxmdu. Blackaburg,

ing among
for you d

tJd nd wife
the Virginia Poly-
a.
1t differs widely from the commonly ac-

cepted ve of the entable affair and
shows -shat rron suffered the most
intolerable mvmuon before deciding o
send his challenge. Captain Pembroke

Jones, whom I have not seen for many, man:
yanrs, a man as lovable as he-is modest and!
resolute, a son, Pembroke Jones, now
living in New York,
LIAM CorpoN McCare.

RicamoNnp, Va., Januwary 1.

Tas SuN derived its information from
an article by Mr. Charles Osoar Paullin in
United States Naval Institute Proceedings

for December, 1909,

Appointed for Fitzville.
Torur Eorrom ov Tum Son—9ir; B, . Suller,
photographer, does businesson Washington stree!,
Boston, right where the subway trains run 0p §
into the alr. & L. R.
BosTox, January 14,

Up State Sectety Nore.
New Miford correspondence Goahen Indeperde

. Republican,
Wiiliam Green has bis icehouse full and expec's
10 get married.

Winter In the Desert.
Abou Ben Adhem explained.
“1 have the snow prompily shovelled from (he
sidewalk in m.’ of my wacant property,” b

.




